1618-1667           ABRAHAM    GOWLEY                       47
THE CHANGE
LOVE in her sunny eyes does basking play; Love walks the pleasant mazes of her hair; Love does on both her lips for ever stray; And sows and reaps a thousand kisses there. In all her outward parts Love's always seen; But oh, he never went within.
Within Love's foes, his greatest foes abide,
Malice, Inconstancy, and Pride, So the earth's face, trees, herbs, and flowers do dress,
With other beauties numberless: But at the centre, darkness is, and hell; There wicked spirits, and there the damned dwell.
With me alas, quite contrary it fares; Darkness and Death lies in my weeping eyes, Despair and Paleness in my face appears, And grief, and Fear, Love's greatest enemies; But, like the Persian tyrant, Love within
Keeps his proud court, and ne'er is seen. . . .
THE GRASSHOPPER
HAPPY insect, what can be In happiness compared to thee? Fed with nourishment divine, The dewy morning's gentle wine! Nature waits upon thee still, And thy verdant cup does fill;1618-1667           ABRAHAM    GOWLEY                       47
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